They told of their own times and they lived
in a blessed obscurity. They read no reviews of
their novels, no treatises as to whether or not
what they did was well done according to the
rules of scholarship. It did not occur to them
that they must reach the high thin air which
scholars breathed nor did they consider the stuff
of which greatness is made, according to the
scholars. They wrote as it pleased them to
write and as they were able. Sometimes they
wrote unwittingly well and sometimes unwit-
tingly they wrote not so well. They died in the
same happy obscurity and now they are lost in
it and not all the scholars of China, gathered
too late to do them honour, can raise them up
again. They are long past the possibility of
literary post-mortems. But what they did
remains after them because it is the common
people of China who keep ahve the great novels,
illiterate people, who have passed the novel not
so often from hand to hand as from mouth to
mouth.
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